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1 AIR IA Simon.” 


WHEN Romans to our woods laid claim, 


By cliffs and circling ocean wall d, 
The Briton, now a godlike name, 

Was ſavage then by Czfar call d. | 
The Hero, tho' with conqueſt fir d, — 

Was by the naked native taught, 
His ſteel- clad legion's ſword was hir'd ; 

For Freedom only Britons fought. * 
To foreign yoke ſhould Indians bow, 

Or foreign ſtandard why: diſplay, 
Poor Indians are but Britons gow, 

And we the Romans 7 the day. 


* 


Ye 


[3-4 
II. 


Ye gallant Sailors, croſs the main, 
Like Cook to plant ſome good unknown, 
Nor build on hopes of paltry gain, 
In diſtant r2alms, a ſordid throne. . 
Why from his wood the Indians drive, 
And why uſurp his native fields? 
Unknown, unknawing let him live, 
In all the ſweets that freedom yields. 
. To foreign, &c. &c. 


1 — — * 
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FROM morn till eve, I labour hard, 
In humble occupation, 

But toils of day, night's ſoft reward, 
Why all is my vacation. 

One boon deny'd, I ſtill muſt grieve, 

Tho tempted now to aſk it, 

For ever I'm content to weave, 

So love pins up the baſket. | 


e eee eee 50 | 
The Skylark calls, and for my bread 
Il ſeek the weeping willow, 
But when the Lambreclines its head, 1. 
Tis time to ſeek my pillow. - „ 
One boondeny'd, &c, | 


( 
A {1 IN 
No feaſts by day, for as I'm poor, 
Deceitful friends all N Bw 
Nor care at night to bar my door. 


No robbers will come nig me. 
One boon deny d, &c.. - read. 7 


. 


AIR I-#ttl. 


THERE was a very fat old maiden, 
And ſhe was tough, | 
| And wore a muff, WP 
Rich ſtiff brocade array'd in :— ' 
This fine old maid took ſnuff. 
In love I never.flinch ; | 
I bow'd and took a pinch :— 
Says I tis Rappeẽ 
Says ſne—he! he! he! | 
I ſneez'd an her ruff's lace border; 
The Virgin tiff'd, and got into her airs, 
To her footman ſhe gave order, 
To bid me walk down ſtairs. 4 ws 
In ſpite of the women, gadzooks, when I pleaſe, 
I'll hiccup, and laugh, and PIl whiſtle and ſneeze. 


-w 


Il, 


'There was a buxom, wealthy widow 
And ſhe was fat, ; 
Lord, what o'that ? 
Peers money to her did owe: 
On Stocks ſhe well cou'd chat, 


B 2 Gold 


649 
Gold watch had twenty ſeals, 
Gold ring to finger nails; 
She'd drink before ſhe'd dine 
A glaſs of rich Tent wine. | 
% Ma'am your health ;” but a plaguy hiccup-- | 
The widow tiff d, and got into her airs; . 
Quick ſhe rung her coachman Dick up, 
To bid me trot down ſtairs, - 
In ſpite of the women, &c. &c. 


111. 
A pretty little Miſs of fourteen 
Could ſamplers make, 
A dirt pye-bake ; 
Small notion had of courting, 
But lov'd a large plumb cake. 
She ſeldom ſaid her prayers, 
Could jump down twenty ſtairs ; 
Silk ſhoe, ſlip-ſhod ſhe wore, 
And ſuck'd her pin-afore. 
By laugh and high bouts of romping, 
I think I pleas'd Fail Dolly pretty well, 
But I got a curs'd: hard thumping 
From her french Mademoiſelle. - 
In ſpite of the women, gadzooks, when 1 pleaſe 
Pl hiccup, and laugh, and II whiſtle and ſneeze. 
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A IR IV. 
7 attle, Pomade, add William. 


Wi. My * (as young birds in my glaſs their 
bills dip) 
The white lily joins to my roſes. | 
u. Her eyes ſparkle bright, tweet and moiſt- 


end her lip, 
And her heart to love it difpaks. 
Will. Lady mine, 
Yatt. Take your wine ; 
Pomade. Thoughts combine, 
1% ill.. Lips to join; 
Watt. In kiſſing we Jingle our r noſes, 
Will. Shine, | 
Pom. Fine, - | 
Wet. Wine! 
Will. Lady mine, | 
A. In kiſſing we Jingle our noſes. 
II, : 
Wattle. 1 haſh can twiſt, yet my bright ruddy 
- | 
12 Shews I twiſt a can of good liquor. 3 
Will. To make him look fine, his round body 
we cafſe 
In a coat of white willow wicker. 
Pomade. Jovial bout, 
Watt. To your ſnout, 
Will. Cork firſt out, 
Wattle. Throat no doubt, 
All, No cataract tumbles down quicker. 


A TK 


($7 

AIR V. Bloom. 
MES yang æuillets doux, come, my pretty Pinks 
| u 

When Urin the ſeaſon how ſweet was the cry ! 
The Lady, the Biſhop, the Count and Marguis, 
The Pink of 8a Paris, their Pinks bought or 


| me. 
T hey always ale double, what then? 'twas my 
| due, 
So Sweet was the C ry of my Beaux guillets 
doux 


: 11. . 

The Gard'ner I offer d my money to pay 

For the Pinks I bought of him; my dear, he ſaid, 
nay; 

Since I * your lov'd foot, when you oo der 

| yon ſtile, 

Id give my whole garden to you for a ſmile. 

Ar his word I then took him with, dear fir, adieu, 

Yet, I paid him his ſmile, and then Beaux 
æuillets doux. 


111. [ 


| A very fine lord, yet a vile naughty m man, 
. Would purchaſe my pinks,” but my Perſon tre- 


pan: 
He took out his ſnuff- box, and cried MW! ich an — 
Ab! ma- chere, mon wine you are deviliſh fair ! 
He fain wou'd have kiſs'd Me; I cried,- 4aiſez 
Vous 
Yet his Louis 1 touch d. and chen Beaux avillets 
ou. 


AIR 


} © (© 7) ) 


| AIR VI. — Henrietta. | 
TEMPTED by che bird- lime ſpray, 
Clad in leaves of early ſpring, 

See the Finch her fears betray, 

Hovering round on doubtful wing. 
Cautious ſo the playful boy * 88 
| To the humming-bee_draws near; 
With the honey lies his joy, 

In the ſting his cauſe of fear. 

n 

Lovers ſeldom make appeal, 


Once the ſenſes can approve, 
The deluſive paſſion feel, 


Inſtinct, Reaſon, fly from love, 3 1 * 


AIR VII.— Marquis. | I 
COME Men and Boys, Widows and Maids, -' f 
For fiddles quit muſket and trigger; 
Since Louis is now King of Spades, 
| Each Noble ſhould turn turf- digger. | | 
The altar we'll raiſe in the field, = - 
And proſper our new-modell'd ſtate ! 3 
For power got tipſey, and reel'd, 
And tumbled at Liberty's feet. 
Ring ſweet bells in merry glee, 
Clink on Cleaver and Bone, to tell 
All ranks in good- humour agree 
To the tune of ding dong bell. 
Il. 
Old England our model ſhall be, 
We'll feaſt like the Knights of the Garter, 
Like them all be noble and fre, 
Io fight and to drink be our charter. 
4 k 


+ With 
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635 


With bold Britons thus we'll contend, 

To try which excels in good cheer, | 
Or who can beſt welcome à friend | 
To the Sirloip of Beef and Strong Beer. 


——— 


VIII. 


G L E E. 


IHAVE been drinking. 

I ſee by your arch blinking 
You do the ſame; 
Then can you blame 

My eves (mad rogue) for winking ? 
While wine is good, | 
Youthful our blood, 

Gay friends be blythe and bonny; 

While life is ours, in merry mood, 

Let's baniſh Care it he intrude, 
Wich hey nonny, nonny. 


* 


It, 


I'm given to loving— f 
. I ſee by your arch blinking 
WR: L ove's dear to you, 

Elſe why archly woo 

My eyes, (fond rogve,) in winking 2 
From your bright lip 
Sweets let me ſip, 

As bees from flowers like honey 

And while we kiſs, and drink, and fil, 

Friends let the pleaſing burthen liul 
Be, hey! nonney, nonney. 


AIR IX.——Margiis. 


B Y me the honeſt man be priz d, 
His blood with tinkers blended, 
And let the raſcal be deſpis'd, 
From Clovis tho deſcended. 
That Fools ſhould reverence claim from blood, 
Fly hence the baſe deluſion ! 
He's truly noble who is good, 
Hem!----this 18 aulit / | 
Lifts + 


Hard kno 00 when 10 young, 8 
I got upon this hard head 

With lictle croſs, on button bung 
I was at home rewarded, -- 4222 

But to make up for tides of blood, 
A patriot effuſion, 

drink my own, and country's good. 
Hem tdi is GOA Wir 


C 


„ 4218125 454: 

When ſag%s Mall fall, tho' we — 
Should age make man unhappy, 

I'ILfit beſide r my chearful fire, 5 

And laugh and take my nappy 

When at my door grim Deat ſhall knock, 

And think to make intruſion, 

Pray call again, ſays I, Old Cock, 

Hem !----here lives Conttyien 4 


\ 
% 
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ACT I.. 


WIN keen adverſity aſſails, 
In penury array d, 

On friends we call, but friendſhip fails, 
When moſt we want its aid. 

In partial fortune's ſunſhine warm, 
Say how can you behold 

The ſhiv'ring wretch abide the ſtorm, 
Yet keep your heart ſo cold? ? 


IT, 


- To touch thy ſoul, proud man, how vain, 
Whilſt lull'd in ſoft repoſe ! 
He cannot feel for others pain, 
Who never felt their woes. 
Go taſte a bliſs unknown bet 
And future joys attend. 


With ſmiles approach the 88 | oor 
And 9 man's frie 
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XI. DUE TT. 1 
Wat. Unto me tell, you ſavage man. | WE 7 
What ist you mean to do? ' = 
X. Simon. 1'll take you in my little boat, _— 
Wat. You nominate canoe, | = 
While the flaun _ * 1 
K. Simon. Shall fill the flapping 4 
We'll tiff the ſweet Choeminabou. F = 
Both, While the flaunting, &. 24 
11. E 
Wattle. What kind of wife, kind ſavage | man, 
Ohcan you get for me? 
K. Simon, With Sis forchead, golden cheek, 
And teeth of ebony; 1 
Ike a trout can ſwim, 3 
And can tame the Tiger grim. - 
_ Wattle, With this here lg tam'd ſhall be, mM 
Both. Like a trout, &c. | = 
e y 
K. Simon. See nobly great St. Lawrence flows, 
What ſtream fo 17 — and wide 
Mattie. You ſavage rude, our London Thames 
| Of Rivers is the pride. | 
You ſhall drink her wealth, 3 
And great George's health,  _ 7 
Or by yourſelf go take the tide. 125 _ 
Both. To Old Thames's wealth, 1 
And great George's health, | | = 
We'll drink, ſo let us take the tide. = 


: 
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AIR XII. bon. 


AH me ! well-a day! oh what ſhall I do! 
- Surrounded by danger, diſtracted, diſtreſt; 
I'm cold, wet, and weary, and hungry too, 
My eyelids are heavy, yet dare not I reſt: 
All helplefs, afra d, 
Defend me who can, 
Bure never did maid 
So wiſh for a man 


= 


II, 


The earth is my toilette, the fountain my glaſs, 
How ſtick a pin right, oh! how ſettle my cap! 
My couch a fee bank, there's a ſnake in the 
graſs, 
A Lion may lay his great head in my lap. 
All helpleſs, afraid, | 
Defend me who can, 
Braure never did maid 
S8 So wiſh for a man 


AR XII. —illian. 


With flagger crown I'll make you fine, 
Weave wicker baſkets, when you dine; 
With ruſhy top-knots deck your wife ;--- 
Employ me, friends,---and ſpare my life. 


AIR XIV. —=Clichiton: 


CHICHIKOU, if you no LEE 
Wild thro' the woods him par about mad; 
What ſweet! Bloom I prize above 
Your cheek to touch, my lippy be a 
You white lady of the grove or 
With Iroquois. er gamy be had. 5 
| Niſakai, | M1 
We'll have babilouchins, n 
o 
Noutchi mou papi, 


"8; 


Shell- gin claw I from the apt 15 
I hunt de bear, do him have long nail, py 

Like young chick maccaw ſhall fock, 
Fall ſhowers of peach in every gale; 

You ſhall eat de fine peacock, . 
Before de ſun him ſpread a fine =__ 
| "TO &c, Kc. 


AIR XV. miert. 


M uncle, with a heart of ſteel, 
A coxcomb bids me wed ; 
The paſſion he's too wiſe to feel 
T hat fills my filly head, 
While he is old, and I am young, 

I fear it muſt be ſo, | | 
The tender heart will prompt the tongue: 
Il thought obedience frank to ſhew, 

But bluſhing ſimper'd, dear fir, no. 


. 11. 
Sly Cupid comes with liſping grace, 
And Henriette, he calls; = 
He peeps, and o'er his cherub face 
A flaxen ringlet falls. 
The boy preſents a charming youth, 
With ſprightly gay addreſs ; 
Miſs do you like him? ſpeak the truth: | 
The queſtion gave me ſuch diſtreſs, 
I bluſh'd and ſimper d, ſweet boy,---yes. 


RECITA- 


RECITATIVE, Accompanied. 


Wat. WHAT the devil! who's there? 

. Bleſs me! 

It certainly muſt be 
Nobody. | 
Very odd, I | 

Some pair of feet hear |, ._- 

- | Civet-cat, 

Muſk-rat, 
Leopard or lizard, 
Whats the matter,? 
Tho” nought before my eyes is, 
My teeth chatter, 
My hair upriſes, 
And —— knock my knees hard, 


- 


(a) 


A I R XVII. -Wattle, 


* * „ 4 41 — 


VE got into a foreſt, but how to get our, 

Becaute I don't know, is a matter of doubt: 

Shou'd the ſavages find me, it runs in my head, 

If they pur me to death, then it's odds but I'm 
dea _ 

They'lI burn me, and turn me, like grifkin of 

pork, 

-And beat me, and eat me, 7 knife or fork: 

For William, my maſter, myſelf I expoſe; 

My duty to tollow-,1] follow-my noe, 


Ls 


F 


_—— 3 
And if I ſhould chance to get into the air, . 
Of my body the wild men will take ſpectal care. 
| Leſt by a. big fall, I my little toe break, . . 
In a tree they may tie me up faſt by the neck. 
Before ſuch vile brutes ſhould take Jack Wattle's 
- + 
Like Brutus PII fall on my tobacco knife ; J 
I'll let out my heart's blood here on this cold ſtone, 
I'll tet it out- let 1t-1'l] let it-alone. 


i —_ 
FINALE. = 
Anis While we trip the merry round, 2 
+ Merry round goes the world; | 1 
| Come long hair in fillet bound, 
; Come with pole woolly curl dl 
| Fair, yellow, | : 
Hail, fellow, i eat 4 
Sou, s are all of one colour; ; 2 
Thy brother, | 1 
My brother, 9 ao . 
| So he fill his glaſs fuller. : 
. Cher. Pair, yellow, PEORIA 
3 Hail, fellow, Kr... „ e 
Will. Thus athwart the lowly vale 1 
Sun- beams glance condeſcending 
Here when gratitude ſhall fail, 
William's lite date its ending. 
S. Fair, yellow, 
e Fail fellow, &c. 
Fleurset;a. For our lads, or clowns, or ſmarts, 
Let ourſelves always cater, 
You have heads, but we have hearts = 
+7 And conſult only nature. -, 
Chor. Fair, yellow, &c. | 
Bloom. Harkve, pietty Chichikou, 
For my hand never tarry; 
Sir what better can you do 
(to the Count. ) 
Th an your own Bloom to marry? 
| air, yellow, &c. 


* Wattle. Count, remember you're a Lord, 
* b Scorn to hand, to hand ſuch cattle, 
Pon my horour and my word, | 
| You ſhail wed Jacky Wattle. 
. | | | (to Bloom) 
Cho. Tai air, yellow, & c. 
D 3 . 
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* * 


. 


K. Simon. Here] has my- ſceptre down 1 


- 


Friends, from mount, grove, and den 


5 come, 
What I prize above my crown; 
Is a friend's hearty welcome. 


Waitle. That puts me in mind I have a word 90 


toſay, 
Good friends-we all hope you go happy away; 
For you're welcome all of you, 
Welcome all here again, 
Welcome every one, 
Welcome kind friends, 


All, Ar you're grove all of * &c. 
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